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I held my seat only with 10,905 votes against my Tory conqueror's 13,823. The seat was vacated by my acceptance of the Irish Office, and everybody took for granted, after the vote seven weeks before, that my doom was sealed. Be wise and cheerful, says the poet, and when all was over I told the story to a political friend.
I reached the scene of action in the afternoon (Aug. 20), and began operations in an interview with a Socialist deputation. Would I vote for the Eight Hours Bill ? I was patient and good-humoured, as any sensible man is wont to be when his mind is made up. "I am heartily sorry to differ from you, my good friends,3' I said, "but I cannot promise to vote for Eight Hours." "Then," said they, "we cannot vote for you." And so with entire affability on both sides we parted. I walked away with my trusty agent: pale and almost tearful, he murmured that all was now over. His dismay wrung my heart, but nothing was to be done. After a modest meal, to the Town Hall. The gathering was splendid in numbers, feel, and temper. The heat furious, but I held my own with growing success for an hour and a quarter, and then to overflow for a few sentences. Felt not exactly defiant, but pleasantly intrepid. My clothes were drenched through and through. I went to my room, stripped, put on fresh apparel, and felt comfortable as possible in mind and body. My speech must have rung true. It was me, and 'tis the me that makes the fleeting fortune of a speech. Guy and I left Newcastle about 11.30; I turned into my berth at once and slept the sleep of the just. No wonder, after such a day.
Next night from London to Ireland to be installed at Dublin Castle; after the day's admixture of ceremonial and work, dined at Kingstown; then the boat, Neptune remembering that he carried Caesar; after a night's rest at Chester, back at Newcastle in the afternoon. Pleasant greeting from Committee, and encouraging accounts of canvass. Now a day of hard electioneering, many open-airces, but if you don't wound them, they are as reasonable as any other nation." Thought Irelandme." He smiled all over his face, playing with his fork.
